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Thouliaft redeemdthy loft opinion* 

And fhcwd thou makeftfome tender of my life 
In this faire refcue thou haft brought to me. 

‘Prince. O God, they did me too much iniurie. 

That euer faid, I hearkned to your death ; . 

If it were fo, I might haue let a’one 
The infulting hand of Dowglas ouer you. 

Which would haue beenc as fpeedy in your end, 

As all the poyfonous potions in the world, 

And fau’dthe trecherous labour of your Sonne. 

Kin. Make vp to (flifton, He to S. Nicholas G aw fey. £ x j ti 

Enter Hetfpur. 

Hut. If I miftakc not, thou art Harry Monmouth l 

Prince. T hou fpeakft, as if I would deny my name. 

Hot. My name is Harry Percy. 

Prince. Why then I fee a very valiant Rebell of that name, 
lam th zprince of Wales', and thinkenotPwry, 

To ftiare with me in glory any more : 

Two Starreskeepe not their motion in one Sphere, 

Nor can one £«g/Wbrooke a double raigne. 

Of Harry Percy , and the Prince of Wales. 

Hot. Now fhall it Harry > for the hourc is come. 

To end theoneofvs ; and would to God, 

Thy name in Armes, were no w as great as mine. 

Prince. lie make it greater, ere I part from thee, 

Andallfhy budding Honours on thy Creft 
He crop, to make a Garland for my head. 

Hot, 1 can no longer brooke thy vanities. 

They fight. Enter Falfialjfe. 

Falf. W ell faid Hat, to it Hal . Nay, you jhall finde no Boyes 
playheere, I can telly ou. 

Enter Howglas. he fight swith Felfialffe, hefalsdewne cu 
if he were dead , the Prince killeth Percy. 

Hot . Ob Harry , chon haft robd me of my youth, 
l better brooke the loife of brittle life. 

Then thofeproud Pities thou haft won of me, 

They wound my thoughts worfe, then the (word my flefii i 

But 
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But thought’s the flaue oflife, and life times foofc. 

And Time that takes furuey of all the world, 

Mtillhaueaftop. 0,1 could prophefie, 
jjilf that the Earth, and cold hand of Death 
Lies on my tongs : no Percy, thon art duft. 

And food for 

prince. For Worms, braue P ercy . Fare thee well, great heart, 
111 weau'd Ambition, how much art thou fhrunke? 

When that this body did containe a fpirit, 

AKmgdomefor it, was too fmail abound, 

Butnow two paces of the vileft earth, 

Isroome enough : this earth that beares the dead, 

Bearesnotaliue fo ftout a Gentleman. 

If thou wert fenfible of curtefie, 

Ifhould not make fo great a lhcw of zeale : 

Butlecmyfauours hide thy mangled face. 

And euen in thy behalfe, lie thanke my felfe 
, For doing thefe faire rites of tendernelfe, 

Adieu, and take thy praifc with thee to heauen. 

Thy ignomy ileepe with thee in the grauc. 

Rut not remembjed in thy Epitaph, 

„ , He jpieth Falfi alffe on the ground. 

Wbat, old acquaintance, could not all this flelh 
Keepe in a little life? poore /rfc/^farewell : 

1 could haue better 1 par’d a better man f . 

0,1 (hould haue a heauy mi fte of thee, 

If I were much in loue with van itie ; 

T , 1 hath not llrooke fo faire a Deere to day, 

A Rough many dearer i n this bloody fray, 

fcbo» e ldw,llir« t hceb, a ,,db,, > V 

I HI then, in blood by noble Percy lie. 

, , Falfi alffe rtfeth vp. 

kaueto ponder nfe* Y 'a™ imbowe11 me to da X ? Hegiueyou 
time to counter^ * and eate mee too to morrow. Zloud, t’was 
kotanditt coo r ^ th « hot T tcr magaut Scot had payd mee 
^ a counterW* f ? Iam qo counterfeit : to die is to 

hath not thelifeA', hce ‘f the counterfeit of aman , who 
i a man :but tocountevicit dying, when a man 
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thereby 
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